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Yet we who walk among the distorting mirrors
Whose hearts refuse even the empirical years,
Must undermine our eye-grasp of defeat

And prove facts liars.
Hope must be evergreen, and will distil
Tinctures of promise from a retort of tears.
Let the birds teach us who sing on parole, and sing
Among the unmapped clouds and the sun's splinters,
Or the children buoyant as corks in a sea of cares,

Whose behaviour says

'Phosphor shall rise above a moon of sorrow
And we shall know such a day as never was.
Tomorrow or the day after tomorrow
Do what you will and when, love whom you please.'

W. H. AUDEN

September 1, 1941

1 sit in one of the dives

On Fifty-Second Street

Uncertain and afraid

As the clever hopes expire

Of a low dishonest decade:

Waves of anger and fear

Circulate over the bright

And darkened lands of the earth,

Obsessing our private lives;

The unmentionable odour of death

Offends the September night.

Accurate scholarship can
Unearth the whole offence